A   THUMB-PRINT AND   WHAT CAMS OF IT.	807
He dropped on his knees, frightened out of his wits; and for five
minutes he kept pouring out the same set of words, like a demented
person, and in the same half-crying way which was one of my memo-
ries of that murderous night in my cabin—
*	I didn't do it; upon my soul I didn't do it; and I tried to keep
kirn from doing it; I did, as God is my witness.    He did it alone.*
This was all I wanted. And I tried to get rid of the fool; but
no, he clung to me, imploring me to save him from the assassin. He
said—
*	I have money—ten thousand dollars—hid away, the fruit of loot
and thievery; save me—tell me what to do, and you shall have it,
every penny.    Two-thirds of it is my cousin Adler's; but you can
take it all.   We hid it when, we first came here.   But I hid it in a new
place yesterday, and have not told Kl-m—shall not tell him.    I was
going to desert, and get away with it all    It is gold, and too heavy
to carry when one is running and dodging • but a woman who has
been gone over the river two days to prepare my way for me is going
to follow me with it; and if I got no chance to describe the hiding-
place to her I was going to slip my silver watch into her hand, or
send it to her, and she would understand.    There's a piece of paper
in the back of the case, which tells it all.    Here, take the watch—
tell me what to do ! *
He was trying to press his watch upon me, and was exposing the
paper and explaining it to me, when Adler appeared on the scene,
about a dozen yards away. I said to poor Kruger—
*	Put up your watch, I don't want it.    You shan't come to any
harm.    Go, now; I must tell Adler Ms fortune.    Presently I will
tell you how to escape the assassin; meantime shall have to examine
your thumb-mark again*    Say nothing to Adler about this thing—
say nothing to anybody.'
He went away filled with fright and gratitude, poor devil. 1 told
Adler a long fortune—purposely so long that I could not finish it;
promised to come to him on guard, that night, and tell him the really
important part of it—the tragical part of it, I said—so must be out of
reach of eavesdroppers. They always kept a picket-watch outside
the town—mere discipline and ceremony—no occasion for it, no
enemy around.

